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Culinary Arts 


Disclaimer: This story is a work of fiction. The events depicted never happened. The author is not inferring in 


any way that they did. The author does not make any money from these stories; they are written purely for 
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Then it comes to mind to slow down, and make sure you have every.litle..bit..of batter cleaned off. Of course, 


you must slowly suck those fingers into your mouth once again..just to make sure. 


wetted fingers down to your ass. Then those fingers, with a mind of their own, begin a gentle, tantalizing 


stroking around the outer edges of your tight hole. You try to bite back a whimper, but your effort was in 


vain. 


Little by little, those teasing fingers slowly make their way inside. Not wanting to hurt, of course, but the 


pressure € friction isn't quite enough for you. 

"More, James," you moan, squirming against those fingers. 

"Slow down, Noisy Thing," James whispers in your ear. "There's plenty more." 

‘Mmmmmmm..want more *now%," you plead, still trying to get more stimulation from those incessantly 
teasing digits. 

manage to relax your muscles, easily accepting the hard, throbbing length. 

"Oh God, James, do it. Fuck me," you breathe. 


James growls in your ear. He bends you over the counter, his hands on your hips, and after a minute begins a 


steady, smooth rhythm. 

That rhythm is all well and good, but in the meantime, there's a hard cock that's being neglected. Thinking your 
mate isn't paying attention, you nonchalantly bring your right hand down to your aching shaft. You know just 
what you need to bring yourself off. ‘Just a few strokes, - and abruptly your hand is taken away. 


"James!" you squeal, only to be acknowledged by "No way, Beautiful, you'll come when | say." 


try to wrench your hand away from James’ grasp. 


"Think you can fight me, huh?" James asks, holding your right arm behind you, while encircling your waist with 
his left arm, keeping your left arm captive as well 


‘Normally, I'd love to play, but fuckin’ your ass here is about all lim in the mood for," he rasps in your ear. 
still fucking you at that maddening pace. 


After a moment you notice the grip about you loosen, and your mate doing something behind you. With his 
cock still and hard inside you, both of your hands are brought behind your back. You feel your wrists being 
bound together with some kind of cloth. 


"| knew this apron would come in handy for something, Quirk," he says, admiring his work. "There, can't have 
you jacking yourself off...What was | doing? Oh yeah - *fucking* * your® *ass*." 


James pushes your on upper body so that you are face down on the counter, your cheek resting on the tile. 


to come sooo bad. But the bastard isn't letting you. 


After one final thrust, James pushes hard and stays there, emptying himself inside you. You can feel his 


Fin. 


